ON HUMAN NATURE Js it not the ideal that makes us real? 


The automatist error — 


The secret to drinking is moving, otherwise you get saturated 
in that stupor of toxic immobility the pickled barfly exudes. 
Impairment of balance & judgement is the challenge, func- 
tions the wary adept of Rimbaud’s orderly derangement of 
the senses, knows are better forged in chaos than in order. 
Don’t succumb to yr poisons, soar! The alchemy of turning 
lead light. Yet not a lead laid for the unwary ruminant. 


Only those drunk on life know the stupidity of rule, the 
travesty of abiding the slightest impediment to the progress 
of the initiate. A serious community is untenable where it 
struggles to support such artifice, the law societies labour 
under, little more than codified paranoia of those anxious 
about the perpetuation of common civility. 


The freedom worth preserving is the freedom to grow, never 
to think merely with whatever’s in mind, but with all mind, 
preserving the visionary essence of wonder. Those who 
never push themselves beyond their limits to investigate 
what we might be, languish in the perpetual stupor of 
regulation, oblivious to the critical intensity of exemplary 
animus. They enshrine remote composure, allowing them- 
selves to be composed even by Deleuze or Kristeva, without 
once entertaining the imperative of life in line. 


Those on the other hand, who live lit, impart integrity by 
losing themselves to the resonant domain of all language, 
awash in a thunder of epiphanic euphonies that toss the 
intrepid surrenderer clear of both bed & bag. Lost in un- 
rehearsed experience; guinea-pigs eager to discover the 


impetus of conviction from within, by unrestrained accom- 
modation & ingestion of every foreign substance in their 
way, not from prescription. Precisely the plateau you let 
police lapse, an interzone all anarchy, where life leads its test 
of living, free of the constraints of imposed propriety or the 
weightiest, most sterling advice. 


Yet a level, remarkably, where an astonishing mass of putative 
celebrants supposedly devoted to exploring alternative com- 
- munity, fail even to recognize the mantic revel of frenzy — 
the ritual shaking off of artificial order — & its critical sub- 
sidence by utter exhaustion, into that characteristic ruin of 
unmistakably alternative revelation, ignoring entirely the 
tradition of mantic deliverance with its uncompromising 
devotion to the modality of dynamism. People paying lip- 
service to ecstasy who repeatedly mistake the dervish for a 
dancer..! Who consume themselves in the study of her step!! 


Not the slightest notion apparently, of the significance of 
mortification or the ability even to recognize an act of ritual 
self-immolation for the alchemical sacrament of transmut- 
ation of the spirit blazoned in the phoenix. Hopeless voyeurs 
toasting the indulgent lethargy of their unexamined prop- 
riety, by ultimately imposing their low-resonant order on the 
apparently out-of-control mantic ejaculant (of course, with 
the very best of intentions) when his wobble seems wildest. 


Nor do they seem to understand the anger they provoke, 
impeding the epiphanic assumption of the adept, exhorting 
a premature relapse to order ¢& etiquette as if the strenuous 
example of his intensity were only incidental, & the flame 
of enlightenment merely metaphoric. No sense of rite or 
bacchanal, just an insipid faith amounting to complacency, 
in the security of some status quo; nor the slightest indication 
they have any hint of passion for change (except maybe to 
mass increased advantage in their privy exchange). 


No inkling intervention in the progress of others, however 
much it may seem in their best interest, amounts to the 
same suspension of the organism’s right to unfold, as the 
current shameless pogrom aimed at suppression of the 
squeegee kids. A rank betrayal of the co-operative trust in 
accommodation, the emphasis on ‘let live’ in the tonic creed 
of compatability, putting all the life in that age-old two-step. 


Where otherwise, the sense of inducement for going against 
the grain?! the ultimate test of anarchy, unconditional accept- 
~ ance. You break the laws reflexively to prime the observance 
of order in chaos! You protest composure e composition 
for their lack of risk in exploring world & word, striving 

to divine that essential aspect of interest embodied beneath 
either stance or cover, appalled at all who place etiquette 
above insight. 


Those who ignore the writer’s obligation to rouse others 

to something more than complacency, disregarding the 
recorder’s responsibility to collate paradigms of dissent 
against convention & cliché in his day, entirely miss the 
sacrament in the spectacles of art & artist. Look in the glass 
to see yourself e never notice the impostor?! No artist will 
ever be their work of art! 


Or is there a place you might permit unbridled candor with- 
out colouring in your book those spiteful taints of indelible 
offence! Somewhere a display of outspokenness might induce 
play! Might rouse the most dour parishioner from pew or 
privation, to partake in essential communion, a line as hot 
as it is cool. 


Not the slightest urge to get out from under that infernal 
proprietary word..?! Who's spiquing who. 


40 copies jerked up 
23 AUGUST 1998 
in spite of an event 
meant to be more 
bash than recital 
for all who persist 
in making a place 
at least in their 
vocabulary for even 
the lowliest outcast 


PE 


e€cs 


